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the river and swimming across tinder the fire from the other
bank. Among them was Marshal Macdonald, who owed his
life to his "bodily strength and his practice in swimming. He
was completely naked, and his horse had "been drowned. I
hastily got him some clothes and lent him my led horse,
which allowed him to rejoin the Emperor at once and report
the disaster he had witnessed, one of the chief episodes in it
"being the death by drowning of Prince Poniatowski.

The remainder of the French who had crossed the river,
having had to get rid of their arms in order to be able to
swim, were without means of defence; they were running
across the fields to escape from some 400 or 500 Prussians
and others, who, not content with the bath of French
blood which they had had in the town and suburbs, had laid
planks across the pieces of the exploded bridge and had
come over to kill such of our unhappy soldiers as they could
overtake on the road to Markranstadt. When I caught sight
of this band of murderers I ordered M. Schneit, colonel of the
24th, to make a combined movement with my regiment, by
means of which we enclosed these brigands in a vast semi-
circle. Then I gave the order to sound the charge. The
effect was terrible. The bandits, taken by surprise, offered
only a feeble resistance, and there was a very great slaughter,
for no quarter was given. So enraged was I, that before the
charge I had vowed to run my sword through all who came
within my reach. Yet when I was in the thick of them and
saw that they were drunk, in disorder, and with no com-
manders but two Saxon officers, who trembled before the
approaching vengeance, I saw that it was no case of fighting,
but an execution, in which it did not become me to take a
part. I dreaded lest I might actually find pleasure in killing
some of the scoundrels with my own hand. So I sheathed
my sword, and left the task of exterminating the assassins to
my troopers. Two-thirds of them fell on the spot; the rest,
among them two officers and several men of the Saxon guards,
fled towards the bridge in hope of recrossing the river by the
planks. But as they could only go in single file, and our
men were pressing them hard, they made for a large innll their lives- a walk behind the skirmishing line, his whiteabolically into the air,,
